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To  the  benevolent  director  of  "Nature" 
Room  144,  Miss  Eunice  J.  Cleveland, 
who  is  retiring  from  service  this  year, 
we  affectionately  dedicate  this,  the 
Evanstonian  Senior  Yearbook  of   1938. 


foreword 


In  portraying  Evanston  Township  High  School  during 
the  year  1937-38,  we  have  departed  from  the  usual  method 
of  recording  student  life.  Instead  of  the  posed  groups  and 
formal  accounts  of  their  activities,  we  have  adopted  the 
camera-study  method  of  showing  E.T.H.S.  students  at  work 
and  at  play  and  the  informal  narrative  for  relating  the 
outstanding  events  of  the  year — especially  those  that  per- 
tain to  the  seniors.  Naturally  we  have  not  covered  many 
of  the  subjects  used  in  the  conventional  yearbook,  but 
we  have  been  able  to  give  recognition  to  many  activities 
that  have  been  long  neglected  by  the  traditional  publica- 
tion. We  sincerely  believe  that  this  emphasis  on  the 
school  as  a  whole,  rather  than  on  the  individual  student 
or  particular  groups,  is  in  keeping  with  the  democratic 
ideals  upheld  by  Evanston  Township  High  School. 
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comments 


The  years  had  been  kind  to  J.  Montmorency 
Faireweather  '38,  whose  clean-cut  aquiline  features 
were  sharply  limned  against  the  vividly  blue  tropical 
sky.  Elias  Crabtree,  his  thin  companion,  was  some- 
what dwarfed  as  he  stood  beside  J.  Montmorency. 
As  the  ubiquitous  throbbing  of  the  cannibal  drums 
increased  in  tempo,  both  of  them  realized  that  this 
was  the  crucial  moment.  They  must  either  make  a 
favorable  impression  upon  the  high  council  of  the 
Mumbo  Bumbo  tribe,  or  else  literally  go  to  pot! 

The  high  council  sat  immobile  in  a  half-circle 
before  them,  their  beady  eyes  staring  from  the 
fierce,  painted  faces,  their  brilliantly  adorned  shields 
and  ominous  spears  readily  lending  themselves  to 
the  air  of  impending  danger. 

The  high  priest  arose  slowly  and  stepped  forth 
from  the  rest.  He  lifted  his  withered  arm  into  the  air 
and  in  slow,  measured  words  he  made  his  first  query. 

"Sahib  Faireweather  and  Sahib  Crabtree,"  he 
grunted,  "you  have  trespassed  upon  our  sacred 
island.  It  is  the  judgment  of  this  council  that  unless 
your  previous  behaviour  warrants  commutation  of 
your  sentences,  you  shall  be  placed  at  the  disposal 
of  our  chef.  Is  there  any  act  of  merit,  kindness, 
or  mercy  that  either  of  you  have  done  to  warrant 
such  a  commutation?" 

J.  Montmorency  and  Elias  frantically  searched 
their  memories  for  such  an  act.  They  remembered 
many  things:  J.  Montmorency,  the  candy  he  had 
stolen  from  a  little  boy  with  a  broken  arm;  Elias,  the 
time  he  had  played  hookey  to  see  a  movie  pic- 
ture. These  incidents  flashed  before  their  inner  eye, 
and  they  both  bowed  their  heads  in  shame. 

The  high  council  leaned  forward  observing  their 
every  expression.  Just  as  they  were  about  to  despair, 
Crabtree  gave  a  start.  He  jabbed  J.  Montmorency 
lightly  in  the  ribs.  "Tell  them,"  he  said,  "about  the 
time  when  you  were  a  junior  cop." 

J.  Montmorency's  head  snapped  back.  "Of 
course,"  he  cried,  "why  didn't  I  think  of  that  before?" 

"Once,"  he  was  addressing  the  high  priest  now, 
" — once,  in  eighth  grade,  I  pushed  a  child  out  of 
the  path  of  a  careening  automobile." 

Over  the  faces  of  the  council  members  there 
twitched  a  sympathetic  smile.  "We  are  impressed," 
grunted  the  high  priest,  "is  there  anything  else?" 
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J.  Montmorency  could  see  the  effect  his  words 
had  had  upon  the  council  and  he  replied,  "Yes,  once, 
in  my  freshman  year  in  high  school,  I  removed  a 
string  of  tin-cans  from  the  tail  of  a  harmless  puppy." 

J.  Montmorency  neglected  to  mention  that  it 
was  he  who  had  tied  on  the  tin-cans  in  the  first  place. 
However,  the  council  was  openly  grinning  now. 
J.  Montmorency  was  making  a  hit! 

Not  even  waiting  for  the  priest's  commendation 
he  continued  verbosely,  "Yes,  and  when  I  was  a 
senior  in  high  school  I  was  appointed — " 

At  this  juncture  Crabtree  jabbed  him  violently 
and  shook  his  head  as  if  to  caution  J.  Montmorency 
not  to  continue.  But  J.  Montmorency  paid  him  no 
heed.  He  continued,  "As  I  was  saying,  in  my  senior 
year  in  high  school  I  was  appointed — "  The  council 
leaned  forward,  sympathetically  expectant.  "I  was 
appointed  Student  Director  of  the  Budget." 

The  council  leaped  as  of  one  accord  into  the 
air,  shouting  loudly. 

J.  Montmorency  turned  to  Crabtree.  "I  didn't 
expect,"  he  said  contentedly,  "that  such  an  exposi- 
tion would  have  such  an  exhilarating  effect  upon 
them." 

But  Crabtree  was  observing  the  cannibals.  It 
wasn't  pleasurable  exhilaration  they  were  express- 
ing; it  was  pure  rage. 

"A  tax  collector,"  they  cried.  "To  the  pot  with 
them.  Give  him  a  pink  feather;  give  them  both  pink 
feathers." 

Two  huge  warriors  hustled  J.  Montmorency  and 
Elias  toward  the  high  priest.  "Take  them,"  he  said, 
choking  with  rage,  "take  them  to  the  pot." 

Before  they  were  able  to  collect  their  jumbled 
thoughts,  the  adventurers  found  themselves  chest 
deep  in  the  tepid  water  of  the  community  pot. 

"This  is  a  fine  mess  you've  gotten  us  into," 
vociferated  Crabtree. 

"This  angers  me,"  calmly  stated  J.  Montmorency. 

"Indeed,"  lamented  Elias,  "it  angers  you.  In 
about  an  hour  you'll  be  boiling  mad,  I  have  no  doubt." 

J.  Montmorency  didn't  answer.  In  open-faced 
astonishment  he  watched  the  entire  population  of 
the  island  approach  the  pot,  smacking  their  lips  in 
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expectation.  They  formed  a  circle  about  the  great 
vessel,  and  then,  as  the  tom-toms  began  to  throb, 
they  began  chanting  a  barbaric  song. 

"I  guess  we  are  in  a  pickle,"  he  finally  offered. 

"Stew,  you  mean,"  corrected  Crabtree. 

"All  I  said  was  that  I  was  Director  of  the  Budget." 

"Apparently  that  was  enough." 

"I'll  bet  if  they  knew  what  a  good  job  I  did  of  it 
they  wouldn't  have  us  put  in  here.  Why,  I  had  89% 
of  the  school  subscribing  to  the  budget  plan  back 
there  in  '38." 

"Not  to  mention  the  fact  that  the  N.  U.  unit 
subscribed  94%  strong.  No,  I  can't  see  why  they'd 
take  any  offense  at  that,"  volunteered  Elias. 

The  drums  beat  out  their  monotonous  rhythms, 
and  the  Mumbo  Bumbos  leaped  in  a  wild,  frenzied 
dance  around  the  great  kettle,  but  J.  Montmorency 
Faireweather  '38  and  Elias  Crabtree  '38  were  thou- 
sands of  miles  and  many  years  away  from  the  tropi- 
cal islet.  For,  splashing  about  in  the  slowly  warming 
water  of  the  great  copper  vessel,  the  two  men  were 
reminiscing. 

"It  certainly  was  busy  that  fall,  wasn't  it?" 

"What  with  books  and  fees  and  home  room 
elections,  tsk,  tsk, — pretty  hard  on  the  pocket- 
book,  eh?" 

;;ugh." 

"Speaking  of  the  budget,  though,  the  fact  that 
they  let  us  keep  our  budget  tickets  and  that  they 
used  only  one  for  both  publications  and  sports 
didn't  help  preserve  them  any." 

"Nor  did  going  through  the  wash  in  my  shirt 
pocket." 

"You  mentioned  that  94%  of  the  N.  U.  unit 
subscribed.  Now,  there's  real  progressive  education 
for  you.  Teach  students  to  recognize  a  bargain. 
You  know,  back  there  in  '38  we  really  got  our 
money's  worth.  Besides  getting  the  newspaper,  the 
magazine,  the  handbook,  the  yearbook,  and  admis- 
sion to  home  athletic  games,  we  got  membership 
in  Pentangle,  all  for  $1.25." 

"Quadrangle,  ignoramus.  Pentangle  was  the 
girls'  club." 

"Oh,  yes,  of  course.  Here,  wait  till  I  get  a  little 
more  comfortable." 
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J.  Montmorency  leaned  against  the  sloping,  black 
side  of  the  kettle  and  then  continued. 

"Back  to  the  budget,  though.  You  know  that  first 
assembly  of  the  year  served  to  help  things  out.  Don 
Heap,  who  was  the  captain  of  the  Northwestern 
football  team  in  1937,  fluttered  many  a  feminine 
heartstring — and  pursestring,  too,  for  that  matter — 
for  the  'cause'.   And,  besides,  I  think — " 

"Speaking  of  Heap  reminds  me  of  our  football 
season  that  year.  We  certainly  had  a  threatening 
team,  didn't  we?" 

"Yes,  indeed.  We  threatened  eight  of  them  in  a 
row,  if  my  memory  serves  me  correctly.  Do  you  re- 
member what  Bob  Keir's  'Time-Out'  column  prog- 
nosticated about  the  Proviso  game?  It  said  that  'we 
can  optimistically  predict  that  this  Saturday's  game 
will  favor  Evanston,  standing  at  I  2  to  7'." 

"That's  a  real  threat.    What  was  the  score?" 

"7  to  0  in  favor  of  Proviso,"  smirked  J.  Mont- 
morency. 

Elias  brought  his  hand  down  with  a  splat  upon 
the  surface  of  the  water.  "Oh,  leave  them  alone," 
he  reprimanded,  "they  did  a  wonderful  job.  Just  try 
to  remember  that  spirit  and  sportsmanship  count 
more  than  the  number  of  games  won  or  lost.  They 
certainly  weren't  deficient  in  those  two  qualities. 
Say,  do  you  remember  when  Hamer  intercepted  that 
pass  in  the  Highland  Park  game  and  tore  seventy 
yards  to  put  us  in  a  scoring  position?  And  how  about 
Karl  Schmidt?  Every  time  'Heinie'  Schultz  wanted 
to  give  the  opposing  line  a  free  piggy-back  ride  he 
put  in  Schmidt  and  let  him  carry  the  whole  opposing 
team  back  five  or  six  yards.  Then,  too,  don't  forget 
that  Paul  Feld  made  All-Suburban  in  spite  of  that 
knee  injury  of  his.  Fred  Fischl,  part-time  captain  and 
president  of  124,  did  some  mighty  sweet  ball-carry- 
ing throughout  the  season." 

J.  Montmorency  fidgeted  uncomfortably.  "Un- 
doubtedly we  played  some  pretty  warm  games  that 
year,  but  don't  you  think  that  it's  getting  a  bit  warm 
in  here,  too?" 

But  Elias  paid  no  heed.  "Say,"  he  continued, 
"remember  how  Al  Miedzianowski  always  used  to 
appear  at  the  second  half  with  his  hair  freshly  and 
artfully  plastered  down?" 
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"It  seems  that  Coach  Schultz  thought  less  of  Al's 
hair  and  more  of  that  healthy  kicking  foot  that 
started  so  many  of  our  games." 

"Perhaps,  perhaps.  You  know  I've  always  won- 
dered whether  Wemette  was  actually  superstitious 
about  wearmg  different-colored  sox  or  whether  he 
was  just  plain  color-blind?  He  certainly  went  through 
that  line  for  plenty  of  good  tackles." 

"Yes,  indeed,"  commented  Faireweather,  "excel- 
lent guard." 

"Dope,  he  was  center." 

J.  Montmorency  swirled  back  in  astonishment. 
"Elias,"  he  splurted  in  a  hurt  tone,  "where  did  you 
ever  pick  up  such  language?" 

But  Elias  was  far  away  on  the  bloody  gridiron. 
"I  remember  that  someone  on  the  team  wrote  the 
signals  on  his  pants.  Luckily,  though,  he  took  the 
precaution  of  writing  them  upside  down." 

With  a  sigh  of  resignation  J.  Montmorency  re- 
entered the  conversation.  "Hmph,  that  must  have 
been  'Mopcy'  Moore.  I  don't  think  he  ever  did  learn 
the  signals.  Whenever  he  got  into  the  game  he  just 
yelled,  'Gimme  de  ball;  gimme  de  ball.'  And  when 
he  did  get  it,  he  usually  did  pretty  well." 

"Didn't  we  play  New  Trier  that  year?" 

"Of  course;  that  was  the  last  game  of  the  season 
at  Dyche  Stadium.    It  ended  in  a  scoreless  tie — " 

Just  at  this  juncture  a  wild  howl  from  the  canni- 
bals diverted  their  attention  from  the  past. 

"Something  must  be  a-brew,"  stated  J.  Mont- 
morency. 

"Yes,"  replied  Elias,  "us." 

They  both  relaxed  back  into  the  broth.  "That 
howl,"  grunted  Eiias,  "reminds  me  of  the  year  I 
went  musical  and  joined  both  the  chorus  and  the 
band." 

"That  was  the  year  that  Mr.  Rohner  and  Mr. 
Madden  came,  wasn't  it?  The  band  and  orchestra 
certainly  grew  by  leaps  and  bounds  after  their 
arrival." 

"Speaking  of  bands,  it  always  amused  me  to 
think  of  how  we  compared  classical  music  and  swing 
in  our  music  appreciation  class.  We  stacked  Stokow- 
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ski  up  against  Goodman,  then  drew  our  own  conclu- 
sions." 

J.  Montmorency  didn't  answer  for  a  moment, 
but  stood  idly  drawing  circles  with  his  little  finger. 
"Personally,"  he  finally  vouchsafed,  "I  never  did 
like  swing  much,  but  I  really  appreciated  the  music 
they  had  at  that  Pentangle  boys'  club  dance,  the 
Harvest  Informal." 

"Must  I  repeat,"  disgustedly  returned  Crabtree, 
"that  the  boys'  club  was  the  Quadrangle?  Stan 
Meigs  was  the  first  president.   Don't  you  remember?" 

"Of  course.  They  held  a  skating  meet  or  some- 
thing, didn't  they?" 

"Well,  I  guess  so.  It  seems  that  a  skating  meet 
was  decided  on  all  right.  Meigs  orated  that  'every- 
thing must  be  planned  and  everything  must  go  off 
without  a  hitch.'  Announcements  were  made,  plans 
formulated,  and  entrants  received.  Every  young 
skating  enthusiast  in  school — including  myself — 
sharpened  his  skates  in  anticipation  of  the  great 
Quadrangle  skating  meet." 

"I  remember  now  that  on  the  morning  scheduled 
for  the  meet  I  rolled  out  of  bed,  anticipating  the 
thrilling  ice  derby,  but  the  weather  was  appropriate 
for  a  sun  bath!  They  postponed  it  several  times,  and 
come  to  think  of  it,  I  don't  believe  it  ever  was  held." 

"Tsk,  tsk.  How  provoking,  how  provoking," 
droned  J.  Montmorency.  "Say,  come  to  think  of  it," 
he  continued,  "those  Quad — I  mean  Pentangle  girls 
almost  ran  up  against  the  same  situation  when  Miss 
Kathleen  Byam  was  forced  to  postpone  her  appear- 
ance." 

"The  only  thing  I  remember  about  Pentangle  was 
the  dance." 

"Now,  now,  Elias,"  reprimanded  J.  Montmor- 
ency. "Those  girls,  headed  by  Jane  Durand,  did 
some  very,  very  fine  things  that  year.  I  remember 
that  they  led  a  concentrated  effort  to  procure 
canned  goods  on  Thanksgiving  for  the  unfortunate. 
And,  too,  don't  you  remember  hearing  about  that 
Christmas  party  when  Betty  Spaeth  played  Santa 
Claus  to  all  the  little  needy  children?" 

At  this  moment  another  wild  howl  from  the  en- 
circling cannibals  interrupted  the  reminiscences. 
Elias  and  J.  Montmorency  peered  over  the  side  of 


22 


the  kettle.  Two  huge  natives  were  haranguing  over 
some  point,  much  to  the  amusement  of  the  assem- 
blage. 

"Probably  fighting  it  out  to  see  who  gets  the 
spare-ribs,"  dryly  commented  Elias. 

"Look,"  cried  J.  Montmorency,  peering  closely 
at  the  arguers,  "that  tall,  thin  one  looks  like  Ray 
O'Keefe  giving  a  speech." 

"Say,   he  and   Ruth   Davis  won  that  debate  on 

'Do    Large    Armaments '    or   something,    didn't 

they?" 

"Yes,  indeed.  They  beat  John  Schroeder  and 
Sally  Turner  in  the  final  contest.  All  of  them  were 
fine  speakers,  though." 

"They  certainly  had  some  good  ones  in  the 
speech  contest  that  year,  too.  O'Keefe  lost  in  the 
finals  of  the  senior  extempore  to  Biil  Kruesi,  while 
Davis  took  first  place  in  the  tropic  division,  with  Doris 
Nahigian  second." 

"I  never  did  get  into  one  of  those  speaking  con- 
tests; I  just  had  to  content  myself  with  blowing  off 
steam  when  Mr.  Schuessler  or  Miss  Rafferty  came 
around  to  conduct  those  home  room  sings.  I  re- 
member thundering  out  'Tramp,  tramp,  tramp  along 
the  highway'." 

"My  sister  always  liked  'Give  me  some  men .' 

She  used  to  brag  about  the  youthful  companions 
and  country  gentlemen  that  cluttered  up  her  room 
all  the  time.  I  told  her  that  old  magazines  got  thrown 
around  my  room,  too." 

J.  Montmorency  leaned  back,  roaring  at  his  own 
joke.    Elias  merely  smirked. 

"You  know,"  said  Elias,  "speaking  about  the 
magazine  drive  that  Don  Knapp  headed.  Do  you 
remember  the  stiff  campaign  we  had  between  home 
rooms?  I  remember  Mr.  Cameron  bet  Mr.  Whipple 
that  the  juniors  in  104  would  beat  the  seniors  in  the 
number  of  subscriptions  sold.  Well,  Mr.  Cameron 
was  forced  to  do  some  fancy  peanut-pushing  with 
his  nose." 

J.  Montmorency,  now  sufficiently  recovered  from 
his  last  rejoinder,  resumed  interestedly,  "Yes,  I  re- 
member, Room  144,  under  Collin  Allen's  leadership, 
won  that  contest.    I  had  to  save  my  pennies  to  get 
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my  sister  a  subscription  to  American  Girl,  only  to 
find  out  that  when  I  had  enough  money  the  cam- 
paign was  over.  I  took  it  and  invested  in  a  ticket  to 
the  football  dance." 

"That  was  a  humdinger.  They  passed  me  by, 
though,  when  it  came  to  giving  away  the  football. 
Bob  Titus,  president  of  164,  and  his  committee  did 
a  fine  piece  of  work  on  that  affair.  That  was  the  one 
time  that  I  wished  I  was  on  the  football  team.  Then 
I  could  have  saved  myself  a  little  money  by  not 
having  to  buy  a  ticket.  As  it  was,  though,  I  spent 
so  much  I  wasn't  able  to  buy  any  of  those  beautiful 
Christmas  cards  that  the  Pentangle-Trireme  girls  sold. 
Tsk,  tsk." 

"Christmas  activities  certainly  kept  things  boil- 
ing at  school." 

J.  Montmorency  twitched  in  the  agony  of  recol- 
lection, but  Elias  missed  the  pun. 

"Almost  every  organization  in  the  school  did 
something  for  Christmas.  I  remember  all  the  lan- 
guage students  sang  at  the  Christmas  assembly.  The 
Latins,  Spaniards,  Germans,  and  French — all  did 
their  caroling." 

"I  remember  the  newspaper  staff  had  its  own 
Christmas  party  where  the  lordly  editors  lowered 
themselves  so  much  as  to  mingle  with  the  reporters. 
I  know;  I  was  one  of  them — editors,  I  mean.  'Santa 
Claus'  MacConnell  bestowed  canny  digs  for  the  em- 
barrassment of  a  few." 

"That  was  something  new  and  different,"  com- 
mented his  companion,  half-heartedly. 

Elias — now  the  high  school  editor  he  had  been 
of  yesterday — proudly  replied,  "Something  new  and 
different.  Yes,  sir,  that  year's  staff  under  Jack  Mas- 
sengale  was  full  of  it.  Why,  we  even  changed  the 
format.  We  switched  the  sport  page  from  the 
fourth  to  third  page  and  the  Judy  humor  column 
vice  versa." 

"Why?"  timidly  queried  J.  Montmorency. 

Elias  gave  his  messmate  a  condescending  glance. 
"For  two  reasons,"  he  said.  "First,  so  that  Bob  Keir's 
sport  remarks  could  appear  subtle  if  hidden  between 
two  pages,  and  second,"  he  continued,  "so  that  Judy 
wouldn't  be  so  obnoxious  in  the  middle  of  the 
paper." 
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J.  Montmorency,  who  had  once  contributed  a 
quip  to  the  column,  reared  up  and  defended  with, 
"Why,  Judy  had  as  many  followers  as  Mickey 
Mouse." 

Elias,  happy  to  get  the  opportunity,  speedily 
changed  the  subject.  "Speaking  of  Mickey  Mouse. 
I  remember  all  those  lunch-time  movies  put  on  by 
the  Camera  Club.  They  certainly  were  well-attended. 
Mr.  Hughes,  Treischmann,  Tully,  and  Munzer  did 
some  fine  selecting  for  those  shows.  Those  Pete 
Smith  shorts  on  football,  baseball,  basketball — bas- 
ketball, say  now,  there's  a  sport  we  really  shone  in!" 

"It  certainly  was  peculiar  the  way  we  won  the 
suburban  championship  on  a  night  that  we  didn't 
even  play  a  game." 

"That  was  because  New  Trier  and  Waukegan, 
the  only  two  teams  that  could  have  threatened  the 
title  were  both  defeated  on  the  same  night,  thus 
clinching  the  title  for  Evanston." 

"I  remember  the  game  that  followed  that  night. 
We  played  New  Trier  there.  I've  never  seen  so  much 
tension  at  a  game  in  all  my  years.  It  was  touch-and- 
go  all  the  way.  First  they'd  lead  and  then  we'd  forge 
ahead,  with  the  final  of  39  to  36  in  our  favor." 

"Simon  sank  some  pretty  long  ones  that  game." 

"How  about  Knapp  and  Micdzianowski?  They 
were  elected  to  the  Suburban  Ali-Star  first  team  and 
Gregory  made  second  team  and  Van  Petten,  third. 
Kelly,  too,  did  some  pretty  playing  before  the  second 
semester  put  him  out." 

Suddenly  a  shower  of  red  dust  came  down  upon 
Elias  and  J.  Montmorency. 

"Akafazoontheit,"  choked  Elias.     "It's  pepper!" 

Above  them  the  grinning  face  of  the  chef 
hovered.     "Seasoning,  Sahib,"  he  mumbled. 

"Seasoning,  phooey!"  cried  J.  Montmorency. 
"Haven't  you  even  the  decency  to  let  us  be  boiled 
before  you  begin  to  torture  us?" 

Elias  looked  at  J.  Montmorency.  J.  Mont- 
morency looked  at  Elias. 

"Let's,"  they  said  in  unison,  "let's  get  out  of 
here!" 

Desperately  they  started  to  clamber  up  the  sides 
of  the  kettle.   The  chef's  alarmed  face  disappeared. 
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Just  as  they  reached  the  top  several  score  of  canni- 
bals, all  brandishing  war  clubs,  dived  toward  them. 
With  a  resounding  "whack",  a  club  smacked  down 
on  J.  Montmorency's  hand.  Immediately  he  re- 
leased his  hold  and  fell  back  with  a  prodigious  splash 
into  the  center  of  the  vessel.     Elias  followed  suit. 

"Clubs!"  screamed  J.  Montmorency.  "They  used 
clubs  on  me." 

Elias,  striving  to  calm  him,  clapped  his  hands 
together  and  soothed,  "Clubs.  Remember  the  fun 
we  used  to  have?" 

J.  Montmorency  glanced  at  him  and  angrily  in- 
quired, "What  are  you  talking  about,  Elias?" 

"Clubs,  J.  M.,  clubs.  Don't  you  remember  der 
deutsche  Verein?" 

J.  Montmorency  was  flabbergasted. 

"You  know,  the  German  club." 

"Oh,  but  of  course,"  Faireweather  replied  under- 
standing^. "Say,  we  certainly  did  have  fun  in  those 
clubs.  Remember  arguing  about  Transylvania's  lost 
colonies  in  the  Forensic  club  with  Mr.  Bridge  and 
seeing  that  Mexican  movie,  'The  Wave,'  that  the 
Spanish  club  sponsored?" 

"Oh,  yes,  and  those  auctions  that  the  Stamp  and 
Coin  club  used  to  have,  and  those  sessions  with  the 
Chess  and  Checkers  gang." 

"It  always  amused  me  to  think  of  the  French 
students  trying  to  play  bridge  in  French.  Some  of 
'em  couldn't  even  play  it  in  English." 

"Now  in  the  Writer's  club  we  really  did  some- 
thing. We  took  over  the  Soft  Pipes  poetry  an- 
thology that  year.  I  had  two  of  my  'brain  children' 
in.  Ethne  Forster,  who  headed  the  club,  said  that 
I  was  a  coming  Carl  Sandburg." 

"Well,  you  should  have  heard  Editor  Bill  Treacy 
of  the  magazine  praise  a  short  story  of  mine  in  the 
magazine.  He  and  his  assistants  certainly  did  a  fine 
job  that  year.    And  didn't  you  like  the  new  format?" 

"John  Perkins  and  Bill  Otto  certainly  worked 
hard  on  the  Pilot,  too.  That  handbook  was  a  little  bit 
of  everything,  wasn't  it?" 

"Kind  of  like  that  Pot  Pourri  they  held." 
"Speaking  of  Pot  Pourri,"  nervously  commented 
Elias  as  he  placed  his  index  finger  into  the  water  to 
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ascertain  the  temperature,   "it  seems  like  they  are 
going  to  make  pot  puree  out  of  us  pretty  soon." 

"I  don't  like  the  looks  of  it  one  bit,"  his  com- 
panion added. 

"And  I  don't  like  the  feel  of  it,"  replied  Elias  as 
a  hint  of  a  bubble  of  steam  appeared  on  the  surface. 

"Back  to  the  Pot  Pourri,  though,"  continued  J. 
Montmorency.  "That  talent  show  was  a  tremendous 
hit.  Remember  the  boys'  octet  in  'No,  no,  a  thou- 
sand times,  no'?  I  thought  it  was  the  best  thing  in 
the  whole  show." 

"The  thing  that  got  me  down  was  the  human 
seal,  Bob  Dotzauer — you  know,  the  fellow  that  bal- 
anced ten  goldfish  bowls  on  the  edge  of  a  dime 
or  something  like  that." 

"He  was  also  in  the  floor  show  at  the  publica- 
tion's dance." 

Suddenly  a  weird  cacaphony  of  drums  and  flutes 
wailed  forth,  undoubtedly  announcing  the  arrival  of 
some  minor  chieftain  to  the  party. 

"Hmm,  that  sounds  like  the  music  at  the  Merry- 
Go-Round." 

"Jack  Massengale  and  his  committees  really  put 
on  a  fine  dance.  And  say,  weren't  those  decorations 
of  Jeanne  Bennison's  plenty  all  right?" 

"That  April  Fool  Informal  was  a  plenty  nice 
party,  too.  Tom  Savage,  president  of  104,  and  his 
assistants,  really  pulled  some  nice  practical  jokes." 

"One  thing  in  April  that  was  no  practical  joke 
was  those  trips  to  New  Orleans  and  to  Washington. 
When  I  was  a  junior  I  went  to  New  Orleans,  and  did 
I  learn  things!  Then  when  I  went  to  Washington  I 
first  became  interested  in  the  consular  service.  If  I 
hadn't  have  become  interested  in  foreign  relations  I 
might  not  have  entered  the  work  I'm  doing  here  in 
the  islands;  in  fact  I  might  not  even  be  here  now — ," 
Elias  broke  off  with  the  realization  of  what  he  had 
said. 

Both  were  silent  a  few  moments,  then  J.  Mont- 
morency resumed  with  a  "humph"  of  impatience. 
"This  is  a  farce — almost  as  bad  as  I64's  presentation 
of  'Romeo  and  Juliet.'  You  know,  that  room  was  right 
up  on  top  when  it  came  to  home  room  activities. 
Why,  we  even  had  our  own  swing  band!" 
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"Tsk,  Tsk,  J.  M.,  what  about  1 04's  epoch-making 
newspaper?" 

"Oh,  that,"  dismissed  the  other.  "Coming  back 
to  164,  though.  You  know  we  were  the  first  home 
room  to  try  out  student-participating  activities  in 
the  actual  management  of  the  room  itself." 

"They  tried  something  of  that  sort  in  the  library, 
too.  I  remember  John  Palmer,  Barbara  Ohab,  and 
others  checking  out  books  and  attending  to  routine 
matters  so  that  Miss  Van  Eman  could  help  other 
students  with  reference  work." 

"And  how  about  the  Pentangle — I  mean  Quad- 
rangle— boys  that  helped  the  teachers  on  hall  duty? 
I'm  decidedly  in  accord  with  any  innovation  that 
helps  to  keep  things  quiet  and  orderly." 

"I  wish  they  were  around  here,"  sadly  com- 
mented Elias.  "I  wish  they  would  keep  this  lunch- 
room quiet  and  orderly,"  referring  with  a  sweep  of  his 
arm  to  the  assemblage  gathered  around  the  pot. 

"One  thing  about  these  cannibals,  they  certainly 
keep  healthy.    I  wonder  how  they  do  it?" 

"Intertribal  sports,"  replied  Elias.  "Something 
like  our  old  intramurals." 

"A-ha!  If  I  remember  correctly,  164  took  the 
intramural  football  laurels  that  year." 

"Certainly  they  won  it,"  rejoined  Elias,  "but  they 
played  only  three  games  and  in  those  games  they 
scored  only  eight  points.  They  won  the  champion- 
ship on  defaults." 

"Maybe  so,  but  they  took  honors  in  the  intra- 
mural swimming  meet,  too." 

Elias,  striving  to  change  from  J.  Montmorency's 
monotonous  praising  of  his  former  home  room  said, 
"Speaking  of  swimming,  the  varsity  team  certainly 
picked  a  good  captain  in  Fil  Kreissl,  high-point  man 
of  the  team." 

J.  Montmorency  relinquished  his  eulogy  and  re- 
turned, "Yes,  sir.  We  competed  with  nine  other 
teams  and  lost  only  to  New  Trier  and  Oak  Park. 
Came  out  third  in  the  Suburban  League,  I  believe." 

"Speaking  of  all  these  boys'  sports,  demanded 
J.  Montmorency.  Didn't  the  girls  do  anything  in  an 
athletic  way?" 
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"Tsk,  tsk.  Of  course,  J.  M.,  of  course.  Don't 
you  remember  the  gym  show  they  held?" 

J.  Montmorency  remained  silent. 

"Don't  you  remember,"  continued  Elias,  "when 
they  had  all  of  those  Danish  drills  performed  by  the 
girls  in  the  gym  classes,  or  the  modern  and  folk  and 
toe  dancing  they  displayed?" 

A  gleam  of  comprehension  flickered  in  Faire- 
weather's  eye.  "Oh,  yes.  I  recall  I  had  to  take  a 
picture  at  one  of  their  rehearsals  for  the  newspaper. 
What  a  rehearsal!     But  it  went  off  swell  that  night." 

"Those  girls  had  a  fine  intramural  system.  I  re- 
member they  used  to  play  soccer,  hockey,  basket- 
ball, baseball,  and — " 

"I'll  bet  I  64  was  the — ,"  began  J.  Montmorency, 
but  Elias  interrupted  him  curtly. 

"The  highlight  of  the  year  in  the  girls'  athletic 
department  was  the  third-quarter  party  of  the 
G.A.A.  in  the  faculty  dining  room  on  April  2  I .  The 
girls  played — " 

Here  it  was  J.  Montmorency's  turn  to  interrupt. 
"Say,"  he  countered,  "how  do  you  know  so  much 
about  girls'  activities?"  cocking  a  querulous  eye  at 
Elias. 

Elias  was  obviously  flustered.  He  "hemmed" 
and  "hawed."  "Well,"  he  said  at  long  last  as  he 
flicked  an  offending  wood  chip  across  the  surface 
of  the  pot,  "Well,  ah,  Mildred  Hassenfeffer  was  there 
and  she  told  me  about  it." 

"As  I  was  saying,"  continued  Elias,  "Prexy  Mary 
Wolf,  Assistant  Ruth  Davis,  and  Secretary  Mary  Ross 
divided  the  girls  up  into  teams  and  then  proceeded 
to  conduct  a  mock  track  meet  with  such  events  as 
the  standing  broadgrin  and  the  high  hurdles — which 
consisted  of  seeing  who  could  sing  'Hail,  hail,  the 
gang's  all  here'  the  highest." 

"I  suppose  Mildred  Hassenfeffer  told  you  about 
the  Pentangle  spring  style  show  in  Social  Hall?" 
parried  J.  Montmorency. 

"Yes,  she  did,  and  about  the  P.T.A.  style  show 
and  bridge  earlier  in  the  year.  They  ought  to  have 
one  for  fellows,  too." 

For  diversion  they  peered  over  the  rim  of  the 
kettle  and  observed  the  proceedings.   The  apparent 
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leader  of  the  weird  conslomeration  of  drums,  per- 
ceiving them,  smiled  in  a  wicked  way  and  proceeded 
to  strike  up  what  might  very  easily  have  been  mis- 
taken for  a  cannibal  version  of  "There'll  be  a  hot  time 
in  the  ~o\6  town  tonight." 

Both  men,  discouraged,  resumed  their  former 
positions. 

"I  wonder  when  they'll  start  basting?"  grimaced 
Elias.    They  both  shuddered. 

"Personally,"  began  J.  Montmorency,  "I  pre- 
ferred the  spring  concert  far  better  than  all  this  noise 
they're  making." 

"That  really  was  quite  a  show,"  agreed  Elias.  I 
remember  the  chorus's  rendition  of  'Where  Corals 
Lie'  by  Gardner  Read  '32,  the  guest  conductor.  That 
was  one  of  the  big  music  events  of  the  year." 

"Well,  so  was  the  joint  concert  of  the  band  and 
orchestra,  if  you're  so  modest.  You  and  the  two 
hundred  other  students  really  should  be  proud  of 
yourselves." 

"That  was  just  before  the  second  semester  exams, 
I  believe.  I  remember  things  were  getting  pretty 
warm  around  then." 

J.  Montmorency's  face  soured  perceptibly  at 
the  word  "warm."  "I  suppose  so,"  he  volunteered. 
"In  fact,  I  flunked  one  of  those  exams.  It  made  me 
ineligible  for  baseball." 

"We  didn't  have  such  a  successful  baseball  sea- 
son that  year,  did  we?" 

"Probably  because  of  my  ineligibility,  "proudly 
admitted  J.  Montmorency.  "However,  I  can  re- 
member the  game  that  started  the  slump  we  never 
got  out  of." 

"What  was  that?"  queried  Elias. 

"Well,  we  were  playing  New  Trier.  It  was  the 
last  inning.  The  score  was  4  to  I  in  our  favor.  New 
Trier  was  at  bat  and  they  had  the  bags  loaded — ." 

"Don't  go  on,"  groaned  Elias.     "I  can  imagine." 

"Exactly,"  affirmed  J.  Montmorency.  "They  hit 
a  home  run,  winning  the  game  for  New  Trier." 

"Tsk,  tsk,"  murmured  Elias  as  he  morosely  shook 
his  head.  "I'll  bet  it  burned  up  Catcher-Captain 
Collin  Allen." 
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The  water  about  them  was  beginning  to  emit  tiny 
bubbles  of  steam. 

"It  must  be  about  1 :30,"  commented  J.  Mont- 
morency, glancing  up  at  the  sky. 

"It  feels  more  like  212,"  facetiously  replied  Elias 
as  he  squirmed  in  the  water.  "It's  really  getting  pain- 
ful in  here." 

"Well,  they're  growing  pains.  Say,  that  was  a 
hilarious  success  that  the  Drama  club  put  on,  'Grow- 
ing  rains. 

"Yes,  I  guess  so.  It  seems  they  had  to  postpone 
it  a  couple  of  times  before  the  performance  finally 
came  off  before  a  record-smashing  audience." 

J.  Montmorency  took  a  pencil  out  of  his  bush 
coat's  pocket  and  began  to  scratch  his  head  with  it. 
Elias  took  from  his  pocket  a  pad  of  scratch  paper  and 
noticing  J.  Montmorency's  pencil  at  a  convenient 
distance,  he  reached  for  it. 

"Please  give  it  to  me,"  he  asked. 

J.  Montmorency  looked  up  with  a  smile.  "That 
reminds  me  of  golf,"  he  grinned. 

"I  said  'give  it,'  not  'divot',  you  dope,"  dis- 
gustedly reprimanded  Elias. 

J.  Montmorency,  in  a  hurt  manner,  calmly  handed 
over  the  pencil.  Elias,  remembering  that  his  stew- 
mate  had  actually  played  on  the  golf  team,  strove  to 
continue  the  conversation  in  that  line  and  perhaps 
assuage  J.  Montmorency's  ruffled  feelings. 

"The  goif  team  took  a  big  upturn  that  year, 
didn't  it?"  he  soothed.  "Blackburn  really  held  up 
the  team  with  his  80.8  average." 

"Huntington  did  pretty  well,  too.  It  seems  our 
team  did  best  under  adverse  conditions,  though.  In 
the  Morton  match  it  began  to  rain  'cats  and  dogs' 
at  the  second  hole.  From  then  on  the  team  started 
to  perk  up.  The  'mudhens'  of  Evanston  splashed 
through  to  their  first  major  victory." 

"Say,  by  the  way,  you  know  the  tennis  team 
netted  some  nice  scores  that  season.  Brannan  and 
Hayden,  despite  their  good  playing,  weren't  able 
to  take  more  than  three  matches  out  of  the  five  they 
played." 
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"Sports,  sports,  sports,"  said  Elias,  shaking  his 
head.  "Sports  are  the  only  thing  that  seem  to  in- 
terest you.    I  think  you  have  a  one-track  mind." 

J.  Montmorency's  eyes  sparkled  at  the  mention 
of  the  word  "track."  "We  had  a  lot  of  tough  breaks 
that  year  in  track.  You  know,  Elias,  we  had  only  a 
few  really  outstanding  seniors.  Sanders  and  Ralph  in 
the  440  and  880,  respectively,  did  some  fancy  pac- 
ing, while  Miedzianowski  hurled  the  javelin  and  tossed 
the  discus." 

"One  nice  thing  about  the  team  was  that  they 
outdid  the  '37  team  at  the  Oak  Park  relays,  copping 
eighth  instead  of  ninth  place  out  of  the  thirty-eight 
schools  represented  there." 

Just  then,  the  pot,  with  a  shrill  hiss  of  escaping 
steam,  began  to  boil  violently. 

J.  Montmorency  listened  for  a  moment,  and  then 
began  to  smile  broadly,  "You  know,"  he  said  to  Elias, 
"all  that  fast  gurgling  sounds  like  a  Gilbert  and 
Sullivan  operetta." 

Elias  blew  the  steam  away  from  the  front  of  his 
face  and  spat  disgustedly.  "I  suppose  it  sounds  like 
Norwin  Pierce  or  Bill  Epperson  in  'The  Yeoman  of 
the  Guard'." 

"Somewhat,"  smiled  J.  Montmorency.  "That 
really  was  another  triumph  for  the  music  department, 
wasn't  it?  I  particularly  remember  Shirley  Nyden, 
Nancy  Drew,  and  Mary  Ruth  Pierson." 

"That  was  held  on  June  3  and  4 — almost  at  the 
end  of  our  high  school  life." 

"This  is  just  about  the  end  of  more  than  just  our 
high  school  life,"  grimly  rejoined  the  other. 

Elias  began'to  feel  weak.  "Remember,"  he  spoke 
more  slowly  now,  "remember  the  senior  assembly? 
Wasn't — "  his  voice  trailed  off — "wasn't  it  a  riot?" 

"Blub,"  replied  J.  Montmorency  as  he  sank  into 
the  water.     "I — blub — think — glurb — so." 

"Is  that— fribblebubl— so?" 
"Blurb,"  they  both  agreed  in  unison. 
The   cannibals   danced   and   howled   in   pleasure 
beneath    the    vividly    blue    tropical    sky;    the    chef 
smacked   his  chops,  the  pot  boiled,  and  so  did  J. 
Montmorency  '38  and  Elias  Crabtree,  likewise  '38. 
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eight-thirty,  a.m. 
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dominant    factors    in  the  lives  of  E.T.H.S.  students  are  their  home  room  directors 

If!    charge    of  the  affairs  of  the  senior  class  are  the  four  home  room  presidents  and  the  activities  director 


"down    the    field    the  blue  and  orange  plunges  to  the  goal" 

a  tense  moment  on  the  bench 
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athlete's  feet 

lecture  over  the  gridiron 

Evanston   breaks  through 
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swing   struck 

"only  make  believe" 

"time    OUt"  at  the  football   dance 
38 


the  drum  major  steps  out 


solid   concentration 
force  and   motion 
Eureka! 
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1    / 
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and  by  their  answers  we  know 
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the    house    that  Jack,  John,  and  Joe  built 
WOOuCratt    from  a  feminine  angle 
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the  calory  counter 

Small    talk    for  lunch 


all    look    Up    to  the  G.A.A.  officers 
patterns    for  the  annual  gym  demonstration 


through  health  to  h 


appiness 
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office  practice 
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these  studies  nourish  youth 
mending   day 


arts   and   crafts 


noon  movies 
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home  room  antics 
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"cut  house  lights" 
"speaking   for  the    negative" 
"Growing   Pains" 
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face   painting 
scene  painting 


53 


observance    of  natural   phenomena 
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"the  way  to  a  man's  heart   .   ." 

SICK-rOOm     Care  .  .  one    phase    of    home    economics 


"-' 


up  in  the  air 


;  v 


1     ? 


post-game  shower 
round  three 
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pomp  and  circumstance 
at  attention 
marksman 


the  color  guard  passes  in  review 
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Christmas    party  for  the   underprivilesed 

Pcntangle  tea  time 
spring   style  show 


fashion  previews  at  P.-T.A.  bridge 

TOUT    hearts      is  the  bid  at  "home  ec"  card  party 
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learning  by  doing 
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lunch    time    in  springtir 
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monarchs   of  all  they  survey 
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"man  cannot  live  by  bread  alone 
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"yeomen  of  the  Guard" 
wind   and   thunder 
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Senior    evening    celebrants  show  their  skill 

C|UdCir6nglC  receives  entries  for  annual  spring   exhibit  and   hobby  show 


66 


a   yearbook   conference 

students    of    the    fourth    estate    prepare  Thursday's  Evanstonian 


every  man   in  the   game 


sliding   home 
a  ten-point  dive 
rippling   rhythm 
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after  school   hours 

preparing  food  for  the   hungry  horde 
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first  aid 
school   supplies 


"sign  in  ink,   please" 
guardian  of  the   gates 
three-ten,    p.m. 


seniors 


Aberg,   John 
Agne,    Priscilla    Rae 
Ahrendt,   Charles   Edward 
Allen,   Collin   Francis  Jr. 

Allen,   Louise  Couper 
Allen,   Thomas   Dyer 
Allison,   James   Lewis   III 
Altenburg,    Marion   Francis 


nburg,   Robert  Earl  tfU~*    *£&«^g 


Alte 

Anderson,  Allen 

Anderson,  Arthur   Emanuel 

Anderson,  Frank   David 

Anderson,  Jacquelyn 

Anderson,  Jane    Lucille 

Anderson,  Lester  C.  Jr. 

Anderson,  Margaret   Lucille 


Anderson,  Marjorie   Jean 

Anderson,  Robert  A. 

Anderson,  Sara    Margretha 

Andresen,  Hazel   Lois 

Apelian,   John 
Ap    Madoc,   William   Tudor 
Armstrong,   Frank  William 
Armstrong,  William   Sloan 

Ashton,    Donna    Felicity 
Atchison,    Edward   John 
Atmore,    Mary   Elizabeth 
Avery,   Fannie   Louise 


Avery,    Martha    Lucile 
Avgerinos,   George   Constantine 
Badenoch,    David   Alexander  Jr. 
Bahr,   Janet 


C^ 
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Bailey,   Albert  Lee 
Bailey,   Genevieve   Eunice 
Baird,    Barbara 
Bane,   Marion  Virginia 

Barber,    Mildred   Colette 
Barker,    Robert  William 
Barney,    Barbara   Anne 
Barry,   William   Fredrick 

Barsumian,    Robert   N. 
Barton,    Herbert   Monroe 
Battle,   Ruth 
Baumann,    Fredrick  William  Jr. 

Beacom,   Margaret   Mary 

Beall,   Barbara   Ann         _  0 

Beatty,  Janet  Yvonne 

Beoon,   Marilyn  <"+** 


Bellito,    Henry  John 
Bennison,   Jeanne 
Berg,   Viola   Bernice 
Bermingham,   John    Leo 

Berry,   Vivian 
Beth,   Loren   Peter 
Bettis,   Virginia   Mae 
Biesecker,   Geraldine   Elizabeth 

Bishop,   Eugene  Augustus 
Bissell,  Janet   Mae 
Blackburn,  James  Quillin 
Blumenthal,    Marion   Grace 

Bolton,   John   Edwards 
Bond,   Barbara 
Bonhivert,   Ernest  Charles 
Booz,   Donald   Robert 
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Borgeson,    Bertil   Ernest 
Bour,    Margaret 
Boynton,    Betty   Marie 
Braithwaite,    Pearl  Thelma 


Brannan,    Delbert  Charles 

Brennen,   William  Thomas     V&Ax.     \&*A***fJi*~ 

Briggs,    Richard   Winthrop  a  £  , 

Britt,    Helen    LaVerne 


Britt,    Mary   Elizabeth 
Britton,    Donald    Evanston 
Brown,   Eugene   Price 
Brown,    Frank  Quentin 

Brown,    Robert  William 
Brownlee,   Hazel   LeJeune 
Brownlie,  Jessie 
Bruce,   Nancy  Adelaide 


Brundage,   Grace   Eleanor 
Bryant,    Edward   Smallwood 
Bryant,    Margaret   Mary 
Bryson,   Charles   Edward 

Buckle,    Richard 
Buhman,   Sarah   Isabelle 
Bunnell,   Anne 
Burke,    Barbara    Elizabeth 

Burkhardt,   Elizabeth   Sue 
Burroughs,   Wilhemina    Marie 
Butler,   William   Harry 
Butzow,    Irene   Caroline 

Cairns,   Charles  Wilmer  Jr. 
Callaway,  Joseph  Wilson 
Camden,    Nedra    Ruby 
Cameron,   John    Louis 
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Cameron,   Patricia  Ann 
Cameron,   Robert  Daniel 
Campbell,    Harry   Hamilton 
Carlborg,    Dorothy   Margaret 

Carlson,    Richard   Curtis 

Carlson,   Violet   Ruth 

Carlson,   Virginia   Anna 

Carlson,   Walter     U/ cJE&j    (UJL+^ 


Carter,    Mildred   Elizabeth 
Cates,  John  William 
Cazalet,   Shirley  Julia 
Cherry,   Warren  Joseph 

Chincholl,    Norman    Hallock 
Chrimes,   William    Robert 
Claypool,  Clinton   Burdette 
Clemence,    Richard    Haskell 


Clements,   Edward   Lee 
Cleveland,   Betty  Louise 
Cliff,   Paul 
Cobb,  Albert  Russell 

Colling,   Bruce   Henry 
Conner,   Elmer  Wood 
Conrad,  Catherine  Anna 
Constant,   Pauline 

Cook,   Carolyn 
Cook,   Florence   Irene 
Cooke,   Catherine  Angielene 
Cooke,   David   Fraser 

Cooper,   Eleanor  Anne 
Crandall,   Margaret  Evelyn 
Crassweller,  John   Douglass 
Crawford,   George 
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Crim,    Robert   Lindsay 
Crown,    Robert 
Currey,   James   Irving 
Dahlgren,    Ruth   Bonnie 

Daley,   Thomas  Cornelius 
Darnell,   James    Raymond 
Darr,  Janet 
Davidson,   June   Rosemary 

Davis,  Eleanor   Mary 

Davis,  Gladys  Virginia 

Davis,  Jane   Lee 

Davis,  Ruth   Stanton 

Dawson,    Mildred    Elizabeth 
Dean,    Richard    Douglas 
Deaver,   Lois  June 
DelDotto,  William  Thomas 


Deleskiewicz,   Helen  Jean 
Delfino,    Mildred    Mary 
Demand,   William    Edward 
Deutsch,    Robert   Krost 

Devereaux,   Jeanne   Bennett 
DeVinck,  Walter  Lewis 
Dickey,  Janis 
Dissette,   Marjorie 

Dittmann,   Harold   Albert  Jr. 
Dodson,    Frances  Virginia 
Donlen,   Dorothy  lone 
Doose,   Dorothy  Elizabeth 

Dorband,    Earl    Henry 
Dorband,   Frederick  Gornickel 
Doughty,  John   Overton 
Drew,   Nancy  Glover 


Engstrom,    Martin   Valdemar 
Ennessy,    Donald   Charles 
Ensign,    Ralph   Eugene 
Epperson,   William    Harold 

Ericksen,   Charles   Henry 
Erickson,   John    Edward 
Esch,   Wilbert   Charles 
Essig,   Robert  LeRoy 

Fager,    Ruth   Louise 
Fagerstrom,   Sally  Jane 
Falvey,  John    Marshall 
Feld,  Paul  Glenn 

Ferro,    Elizabeth  Josephine 
Finegan,  Clive   Malcolm 
Fischer,    Hugo  Theodore  Jr. 
Fischl,    Fred    Harold 
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Driscoll,    Marilyn  Joyce 
Dullin,    Dorothy   Ella 
Dunbar,    Margaret   Browne 
Duncan,   Patrice   Elizabeth 

Dunfrund,    Lewis   Henry 
Dunn,   Sarah    Elizabeth 
Dunshee,   Bryant   Ray 
Durand,  Jane   Martin 

Dutton,   George    Reynolds 
Dyer,   Josephine    Evelyn 
Eack,   Gladys   Marie 
Eberlein,   Arthur 

Edwards,    Dorothy   Louise 
Ellew,   Peter  Thomas.  - 

Elvis,  Jackj^c^X^ 
Emerson,   t-red   Range 


Fisher,  William  Blundell 
Foote,  Sheldon  Burnham,  Jr. 
Force,  Vernon   Edward 
Forster,  Ethne  Haire 

Fort,  Esther  Adele 
Fortune,  Winifred  Ruby 
Foster,  John  Richard 
Frank,   Lucille  Ann 

Frawley,  Eileen  Frances 
Frazier,  Mary  Jane 
Frazier,  Wilbert  Sterling 
Fredigke,  Carl  Hugo 

Freeman,  James  Thomas 
Freeman,  Marilyn  Joan 
French,   Robert  Stewart 
Freu,    Marcella    Roberta 
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Freund,  Irene  Clarice 
Friberg,  Janet  Margreta 
From,  Bert 
Fruehe,  Adolph  Peter 

Fuller,   Dorothy  Jean 
Fulton,  Janie  May 
Fyhrie,  Raymond  Willard 
Gans,  Daniel  Jr. 

Ganzoff,  Beatrice  Ida 
Geanopulos,  Helen 
Gehr,  Arthur  Cleveland 
George,  Mildred  Laura 

Gibb,  Nancy  Louise 
Gladish,   Hjalmer  Leroy 
Glass,  Evalyn  Marie 
Gleason,  Evelyne  Jane 
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Glickman,  Betty  Lee 
Goff,  Moulton  Babcock  Jr. 
Golden,   Laura  Joyce 
Gonsior,  William  Albert 

Goodnow,  William  Edward 
Granath,  Myrtle  Genevieve 
Granath,  Thelma  Claraine 
Gray,  Elizabeth  Catherine 

Gray,  Helen  Elizabeth 
Gregg,  Doris  Margaret 
Gregg,  Marjorie  Jane 
Gregory,  John   Raymond 

Gresham,  Dorothy  Lucille 
Griffenhagen,  John  Edwin 
Gundel,  Marian  Helen 
Gunton,  Charlotte  Rhae 


3^ 


Gustavson,  Donald  Roy 
Gutmann,  Clark  James 
Hahm,  Jane  Carolyn 
Hajian,  Rose  Marie 

Hale,  Robert  Warren 
Hallberg,  Frances  Elizabeth 
Hallstrom,  Gordon  Murlend 
Hamblen,    Barbara    Ethelyn 

Hamer,  Warren  Grover 
Hamilton,  Catherine  Jane 
Hammond,  Elaine  Mae 
Hampton,  Kent  Bronson 

Hanover,  John  Walton 
Hansen,   Mary  Dagmar 
Hanson,  Margaret  Louise 
Hardin,  Katharyn 
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Hardy,  David  Michael 
Hardy,  Virginia  Dixon 
Harloff,  Henry  Carl 
Harper,  Henry  Winston 

Harris,  James  Colwell 
Hart,  Johnston  Myers 
Harvey,  James  Alfred 
Hathaway,  Adelaide  Sarah 

Haug,  Joseph  Clarence 
Hay,  Jane  Boydstun 
Hayden,  Robert  Alfred 
Haynes,  Charlotte  Ruth 

Hebson,  Bernard  Laurence 
Hebson,  Donald  Clifford 
Heck,   Marguerite  Caroline 
Hedge,  Mary  Irene 


Heidtke,  Robert  Fredrick 
Heimberg,   Dorothy  Alfreda 
Helikson,  Frank  Wesley 
Henderson,  Louis  Thomas  Jr. 

Henricks,  William  Paul 
Herod,  Buren  Charles 
Hibbard,  Troy  Whitney 
Hiertz,  Genevieve  Ruth 

Hill,  George  Merriman 
Hill,  John  deKoven 
Hill,  Lloyd  Emerson 
Hitchcock,  Helen  Beverly 

Hockin,  Dorothy  Ellen 
Hoefer,  Glen  George  , 

Hollmann,    Dorothy  Anita 
Holmes,  John  Todd 
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Holmquist,  Ellen  Virginia 
Hoover,  Harwood      »*** 

Horton,  John  Ryder  ^o^*>i*o<$  $L*«, 

Hudson,  Clarence  Charles  Jr. 

Huff,  Curtis  Allen 
Hughes,   Edward  Alexander 
Hulmes,  Doris  Barbara 
Hummer,  Richard  Paul  Jr. 

Hunt,  Dorothy  Leone 
Huntington,  George  Charles 
Hutchins,  Lucille  Martilee 
Hutchinson,  James  Norman 

Hutt,  Louise  Flora 
Hutt,  Monroe  Larnard 
Ivarson,  Adel  Vivian 
Jackson,  Julian  Edward 


James,  Helen  Shirley 
Jamruzlca,  Ralph  Joseph 
Jaquith,   Frank 
Jasper,    Raymond    Lawrence 

Javorsky,  Robert  Clarence 
Jeangerard,  Grace  Dolores 
Jennings,  John  Paul 
Jennings,  Muriel  Virginia 

Joboul,  John  Haig 
Joboul,  Lillian 
Johanson,  Vivian  Martha 
Johnson,  Arthur  Leroy 

Johnson,  Dorothy  Marie 
Johnson,  Helen  Elizabeth 
Johnson,  John  Arthur 
Johnson,  Marshall  Vincent 
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Johnson,  Ray  Theodore  Jr. 
Johnson,  Robert  Erick 
Johnson,  William  Evans 
Jones,  Lillian  Leota 

Joyce,  William  Raymond  Jr. 
Judson,  William  Bernard 
Kaehler,  Thomas  Wilson 
Kaehler,  Wallace  Walter 

Kammann,    Kathryn   Louise 
Keil,  Elizabeth  Scott 
Kein,  Edward  Carl 
Keir,  Robert  John 

Kelley,  William 
Kennedy,  Dorothy  Jean 
Kennedy,  Verne  Cornelius  Jr. 
Killingsworth,  Augustus 


King,  John  Owen 
Kitchell,  Dorothy 
Klein,  Frances  Louise 
Kline,  Dorothy  Jeanne 

Kluge,   Mae  Dorothy 
Knapp,  Charles  Donald 
Kniskern,  Culver  Lewis 
Koehler,  Mary  Elizabeth 

Koepp,  Kenneth  Leon 
Kokklenberg,   Raymond  Louis 
Koogle,  John  Hammond 
Koren,  Richard  Arnold 

Korsgren,  Thord  Ernest 
Kreissl,  Filipp  James 
Krueger,  Ruth  Edna 
Kruesi,  William  Rogers 
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Kulman,  Julian  Carl 
LaBahn,  Irene  Gertrude 
Lane,  Jean  Marilyn 
Lange,  Mary  Elizabeth 

Langewisch,   Betty   Marie 
Langland,   John    Marshall 
Lapidos,  Morris 
Laramore,  Florian  Eugene  Jr. 

Larsen,  Ralph  Bernard 
Larson,  Dorothy  Ella 
Leeberg,  Doris  Victoria 
Lefler,  Barbara  Jane 

Legg,  Frances  Adele 
Leisner,  Florence  Winge 
Lemoi,  Jeanne 
Levas,  Marie 


Lewis,  Alfred  Wall  Jr. 

Lewis,  Harriett  Maxham 

Lewis,  Margaret  Barnes 

Lewis,  Stanley  Jewett 

Lima,  Earl  Samuel 
Lind,  Betty  Jane 
Lind,  Marion  Ethel 
Lio,  Antoinette  Rose 

Littig,  Charles  Ross 
Livingston,   Lois  Pauline 
Llewellyn,   Constance   Elizabeth 
Lockwood,  Kathleen  Mary 

Love,  Jane 
Low,  Janet  Kathryn 
Low,  Lois  Eloise 
Lum,  Nancy  Mills 
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Lungren,  Jean  Esther 
Lutton,  Bert 
Lyman,   Nancy  Jane 
Macnair,  Archibald   Lamont  Jr. 

Madison,  William 
Maginnis,  George  Edward 
Marian,  Dorothy  Marie 
Mark,  Stephen 

Markham,  Joan  Ellen 
Marshall,  William  Jefferson 
Martin,    Mildred   Alice 
Martin,   Robert  Orrin 

Massengale,   John    Edward    III 
Massie,  Vernon  Virgil 
Matthews,   Joy   Marimae 
Matthews,  Mercedes 


McAllister,  Edward  Robert 
McClelland,  Joseph  Anderson 
McCollum,  Gertrude  Hannah 
McDonald,   Kathryn   Elizabeth 

McGauran,  Richard  Alfred 
McGorrisk,  Anne  Carolin 
Mclntyre,  Philip  Ervin 
McKelvy,  Julia  Ann 

McKinnon,  Donald  Paterson 
McLain,  Anne  Louise 
McLean,  Gregory  Theodore 
McMurtrie,  Helen  Josephine 

Meigs,  Stanford 
Mendelsohn,   Ruth  Lois 
Menrhan,   Mary  Rosalie 
Miedzianowski,   Alphonse  Joseph 
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Miller,  Betty  Constance 
Miller,  Kellogg 
Miller,    Maurinc   Evalyn 
Millhouser,  Charles 

Milz,  Ray  Elmer 
Minsk,  Marjorie 
Montague,  Jean  Mitchell 
Moore,  Charles  Ellington 

Moore,  John  Huff 
Moore,  Patricia  Estelle 
Moring,   Ann    Elizabeth 
Mortimer,  James  Kasten 

Moss,  Helen  Edith 
Moss,  William  Jr. 
Mougey,  John  Thomas 
Mrozek,  Lucille  Marie 


Muchow,  Gordon   Mark 
Mueller,  Carl  Francis 
Muggeridge,    Mavis  Aileen 
Munzer,  Robert  Leslie 

Murray,  Douglas  Gordon 
Nahigian,    Doris   May 
Nahmens,  Nancy  Lee 
Nehring,  Marie  Helen 

Nehrlich,   Betty  Jean 
Nehrlich,  Ira  William 
Nelson,  Phyllis  Ruth 
Nethery,  Robert  Harvey 

Nicholson,  Elizabeth 
Nielsen,  Rose  Marian 
Nordlund,  Francis  Warren 
Nordlund,  Lois  Marie 
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Nyberg,  Hugh  Willmont 
Nydcn,  Shirley  Alice 
Ohab,  Barbara  Kathryn 
O'Keefe,    Raymond   Charles 

Olds,  Edgar  Huston 
Oltman,  Mary  Joan 
Osmundson,   Betty  Anne 
Ostergren,   Raymond    Robert 

Otto,  William   Marriott 
Pabst,  Dorothy  Arline 
Palmer,  John  Howard 
Pamp,  Arvid  Alvin 

Paulson,   Henry   Merritt 
Paulson,  Phyllis  Ann 
Payne,  Jeanne  Louise 
Parry,   Floyd  Oliver 


Perry,  George  Wendell 
Person,  Helen  Bernice 
Pert,  Genevieve  Emilie 
Pestlta,  Helen  Marguerite 

Peterich,  Dorothy  Helen 
Peters,    Ruth   Anna    Frances 
Peterson,  John  Martin  Jr. 
Peterson,   Richard   Shellman 

Petrick,  Dorothy  Christine 
Pettersen,  George  Aldrich 
Pettersen,    Ruth   Haldis 
Pfeiffer,  Elmer  Edward 

Pfisterer,  George  Jr. 
Peirce,  Norwin  Caley 
Phelps,  Betty  Jane 
Pierson,  Mary  Ruth 


87 


Plambeck,  Margaret  Frances 
Plunkett,  Harriett  Louise 
Pool,  William  Cloyd 
Poole,  John  Adams 

Porikos,  Diana 
Post,   Margaret  Veletia 
Powers,  John  Patrick 
Prather,  Virginia  Marjorie 

Pressley,  Jenny  Evangeline 
Primmer,   Raymond   Horace 
Prizer,  Herbert  Grant 
Quinan,    Dorothy    LaVon 

Rabe,   Mary  Eleanor 
Rabicki,   Mary  Ann   Frances 
Raeth,  Claire  Joseph 
Ralph,   Robert  Clarence 


Ralston,   Charles  William 
Ralston,  Richard  Marshall 
Rappaport,   Bernard 
Richer,  Dorothy  Elizabeth 

Reeves,  Virginia  Anne 
Rehm,  Norma  Claire 
Reiche,  Robert 
Reinken,  Janet  Louise 

Renn,  Gordon  Eric 
Reukauf,  Donald  Cameron 
Rhobotham,  Frank  Blaine 
Rindell,   Donald 

Roberts,  William  John 
Robinson,  Edine  Elizabeth 
Robinson,   Geoffrey  James 
Roby,  Eleanor  Paige 
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Roebuck,  Geraldine  Ruth 
Rogers,  Marjorie  Elsie 
Rohles,  Fred  Henry 
Rollert,  Jud  Herman 

Ross,  Mary  Violet 
Ruess,  Rosamond  Lee 
Russell,  Samuel  Irwin 
Ruthman,  Robert  Barron 

Sallee,  Milton  Thomas 
Sandell,  Andrew  Carlson 
Sanders,  John  Hibbard 
Sandstrom,   John   Junior 

Savage,  Thomas  Fulton  Jr. 
Scheffler,   Betty   Marie 
Scheibe,  Earl  Edward  Jr. 
Schmidt,  Carl  Louis 


Schmidt,   Robert  Ernest 
Schmitt,  John  Harry 
Schomberg,  Lawrence  George 
Schramm,  Janet 

Schroeder,  John  Robert 

Schroeder,  Violet  Elsie  ,^_.^ 

Schultz,  Raymond  Edward     v- 

Schulz,   John   Charles 

Schutz,   Betty  Jean 
Schwake,  Robert 
Schwartz,  Arthur   Merrill 
Scott,  Winfield  Andrew 

Seguin,  Zelda   Marie 
Seyfried,    Randolph    Edgar 
Seyl,  Josephine 
Shaker,  Judith   Mary 
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Shand,  David  Woolverton 
Sharp,  Jacque  Marilyn 
Shea,  William  James  Jr. 
Sherer,  Katherine  Allena 

Shumway,    Harriet   Putnam 
Simon,    Harry  David 
Slcinrood,   Donald   Allen 
Smith,    Donald    Murray 

Smith,  Laura  Jeannette 

Smith,  Lyle  Wesley 

Smith,  Margaret  Brown 

Sollitt,  Jean  Spencer 

Sonderman,  Norman  Harrer 
Spaeth,  Betty  Louise 
Sparling,  Mary  Jack 
Spencer,  Grace  Katherine 


Sponberg,   Lars   Birger 
Sponberg,  Virginia   Elizabeth 
Sporre,  Vivian   May 
Stegmiller,  Servin  Martin 

Stenholm,  Elmer  Emanuel 
Stevens,  Eleanor  Grace 
Stoik,  Eugene 
Strasser,  Richard  Charles 

Strom,  Robert  Leroy 
Stuart,   Edward  John 
Stults,  Gladys  Jane 
Suiter,   Helen  Joy 

Sully,  George 
Summers,  Rita  Marie 
Swahlstedt,  Frances  Elizabeth 
Swanson,  Arthur  Vick 
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Swanson,  Edith  Christine 
Swensen,  John  Walter 
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